LAWRENCE   DURRELL

In a Time of Crisis

(for Nancy)

My love on Wednesday letting fall her body,
From upright walking won by weariness,
As on a bed of flesh by ounces counted out,
Softer than snuff or snow came where my body was.

So in the aboriginal waterways of the mind,

No words being spoken by a familiar girl,

One may have a clear apprehension of ghostly matters,

Audible, as perhaps in a sea-shelFs helix.

The Gulf Stream can rub soft music from a pebble,
Like quiet rehearsal of the words 'Kneel Down5;
And cool on the inner corridors of the ear
Can blow on memory and conscience like a sin.

The inner man is surely the native of God,

And his wife a brilliant novice of nature.

The woman walks in the dark like a swinging lantern,

A white spark blown between points of pain.

We do not speak, embracing with the blood,
The tolling heart marking its measures in darkness
Like the scratch of a match, or the fire-stone
Struck to a spark in the dark by a colder one.

So lying close, an enchanted boy may hear,
Soon from Tokio the crass drum sounding:
From the hero's hearth the merry crotchet of war.
Flame shall swallow the lady.

Tall men shall come to cool the royal bush,
And over the grey waters the bugler's octaves
Publish aloud a new resurrection of terror.
Many shall give suck at the bomb's cold nipple,